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Walking Into the Sea 


Stew, who was the worst drinker 
on the ship, turned in his bunk and 
reached out a hand toward the table nearby. 
But there was nothing on it. 

“Where’s that bottle?” he roared. He 
swung his feet onto the floor and gazed 
angrily at the empty table. “Who took my 
bottle?” He shouted louder than before, but 
no one heard him. 

For much of his life Stew had drunk 
heavily, and at last his mind had given 
way. For several days now he had been 
seeing things—snakes slithering around 
under the bunk, big black hairy spiders 
running up and down his body. 

The other sailors on the ship had locked 
him in one of the rooms. Now he was 
feeling a bit better, and he wanted a drink. 
“Who’s got my bottle?” he bellowed. 

He staggered to the porthole. “Look at 

























that!” he exclaimed thickly. “We're in port, 
and there’s the little boat that will take us 
to land. I'll go and buy myself another 
bottle and no one will take it from me. 
Better get my things, though, so I can have 
a real good time.” 

He got his bag. By some mistake the door 
had been left unlocked, and Stew stumbled 
down the corridor and up to the deck. 

“Ahoy there, mates,” he shouted, “let 
down the rope ladder. I’m going ashore.’ 

A sailor came over. “What’s got into you, 
Stew? We’re out in the middle of the Pacific 
Ocean. You can’t go ashore.” 

“We're in port and I’m going ashore,” 
said Stew. “Don’t argue!” 

The sailor was about to say something 
else when two other sailors ran up, their 
eyes twinkling. They winked at the first 
sailor and said, “Stew, you want the rope 
ladder put down? Be glad to do it for you.” 

They put the ladder over the side and 
quite a crowd of sailors gathered around. 
Life got pretty boring in the middle of the 
ocean, and this promised to be fun. 

“What will you do when you get to the 
bottom of the ladder, Stew?” someone 
shouted. 

“Get into the little boat down there and 
go to shore!” said Stew. “Now help me 
onto the ladder.” 

Many hands reached forward to help. 
And Stew needed them! Even when he was 
on the ladder he could hardly grip the 
rope. But down the ship’s side he climbed. 

Some sailors were worried. “Surely he 
knows there is no little boat,” they said. 

But when Stew reached the bottom of 
the ladder he stepped out onto the boat. 
Except that, of course, there was no boat 
there, so he walked into the sea instead! 
He went under at once, and when he came 
up he had drifted several yards away. 

“Man overboard!” the sailors shouted. 
Immediately bells rang. The ship’s engines 
stopped. Life belts were thrown out, a boat 
was lowered, and Stew was rescued. 

“Did that really happen?” I asked the 
man who told me the story. “Yes,” he said, 
“I was one of the sailors who watched.” 

“Well,” I said. “Drink surely does make 
people do the silliest things!” 


Your friend, 


a a Wlrcarrel 
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AN UNCLE ARTHUR STORY 








HOW MARY GOT READY 


By ARTHUR S. MAXWELL 


-@ 


; was Children’s Day down at the church 
hall. The Sabbath school teachers had 
planned something very special for all the 
boys and girls, from the Juniors down to 
the little tots in the kindergarten room. 

Mary was so happy to go! She loved to 
be with other children, especially when 
they were all dressed up in their prettiest 
things. It was good even to see the boys all 
clean and tidy, too, just for a change. 

What a good time they had together! 
Such jolly games! Such happy surprises! 
And such lovely food! Sandwiches and 
toasted buns and sugar biscuits and choco- 


late-covered ice cream on sticks, and lots of 
lemonade to drink. It was all very, very 
wonderful. 

Then the superintendent said that some- 
body special was going to talk for a little 
while, and would everybody please be 
quiet? 

A sudden hush settled down over the 
hall as the boys and girls sat down and 
stopped talking. 

“I want to give you just a little thought to 
take home with you,” said the man on the 
platform. “It’s about two little words: Be 
Ready.” To page 16 





LESTER QUADE, ARTIST 


“You look sad,” said Mamma. “What’s the matter?” “I’m not sad,” said Mary. “I was just thinking.” 
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SPUNKY 


THE DOG NOBODY WANTED 


By LESTER E. HARRIS, Jr. 


AKE that dog out of here and don’t 

bring it back.” The landlady’s eyes 
snapped as she spoke, and Bob knew there 
was no use arguing. It seemed no one 
wanted his little Spunky. 

Spunky just had to be this little dog’s 
name because he was so energetic and 
wobbly on his short puppy legs. His body 
was black as midnight, not one white hair 
anywhere. What kind of a dog he was, no 
one could tell, for he was a mixture of all 
of the dogs you might see up and down your 
street—a little bit of police dog, some 
collie, some fox terrier, some fox hound, 
and certainly a bit of German shepherd all 
mixed up together. 

But nobody wanted him. The man who 
owned him at first certainly didn’t want to 
keep him. That’s why he had given him to 
Bob, a young ministerial student at the 
college. Bob was married and had a little 
girl named Alyce, so he happily took the 
squirmy, wiggly little fat puppy home for 
his little girl How Alyce did love that 
black puppy! She and the puppy would 
roll and romp around the living-room floor 
having the time of their lives. At night 
the puppy would sleep in a cardboard box 
under the kitchen table. 

All went well for a few days in the little 
apartment until their landlady found out 
about it. She said in no uncertain terms 
that the upstairs apartment was no place for 
a dog, even if it was just a little puppy. 


Little puppies always grow up and then 
they run everywhere, digging in the flower 
beds and getting hair all over the furniture. 
No sir, she would not allow a dog in her 
house. “Take him out of here, and don’t 
bring him back,” she said. 

Alyce was sad, for she had learned to love 
the little dog very much. Alyce’s father 
remembered that one of the fellows he 
studied with had a little boy, Timmy, who 
would just love to have a dog. So Bob took 
Spunky over to his friend Ed’s house. When 
Timmy saw Spunky he jumped up and 
down with excitement. He took the rolly- 
polly puppy into his arms and hugged him 
tight. “Oh, Daddy,” he said, “please let me 
keep Spunky.” Ed looked at his little boy 
and the dog. He didn’t want the dog. He 
and Timmy and Timmy’s mother lived in 
an apartment even smaller than Bob’s. But 
he didn’t have the heart to say No, and his 
landlord didn’t care too much if Timmy had 
a dog. So Spunky was allowed to stay. But 
only for a while. 

You see, Timmy loved the little black dog 
and had lots of fun with him. Too much 
fun. One day Spunky and Timmy played in 
the driveway in a puddle left by a thunder- 
shower. The boy and dog splashed water 
everywhere. Then, soaking wet and very 
muddy, they went into the house. Before 
Mother discovered them they had tracked 
mud all over the living-room rug, the 
kitchen floor, and the hallway. What a mess! 
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Mother spanked both boy and dog and 
put them in the bathtub. 

After washing them she had an_ idea. 
Spunky was growing so fast and getting into 
so much mischief in the house, pulling the 
curtains down, scratching the furniture, 
chewing up the rugs and hiding shoes, that 
something had to be done with him. Mother 
decided to keep Spunky in the bathtub 
when he was in the house! 

Finally the day came when Timmy’s 


[ Ok and father decided that they would 


have to get rid of the little dog. He was too 
much trouble to keep in the small apart- 
ment. Timmy was heartbroken. Ed assured 
his son that as soon as they moved to 
another place they would have room for 
another dog, but they would have to get 
rid of Spunky now. They couldn't let the 
dog catcher take him because he might put 
Spunky to sleep. They tried and tried to 
find the little dog a home but nobody 
wanted Spunky. 

Finally Ed took the little dog back to Bob 
and told him that he’d just have to take 
Spunky back since he couldn't find a home 


for him anywhere. So Bob took the dog 
back. 


College was almost over and Bob had 
been called by the church to hold a series of 
evangelistic meetings in a small town in 
the South. Surely their new home would be 
large enough to raise Spunky along with his 
daughter Alyce. Their new home was a 
dog’s dream. It was a cabin in the woods 
beside a swift-flowing stream. Here the 
little girl and the little black dog grew up 
together. Spunky had finally found a home 
where he could stay. 

After several years had passed by, three 
events happened that made everyone love 


Spunky as though he were a person, for 


Spunky was a very intelligent dog. 

The first of these events happened one 
day while Bob was away from home and 
his wife had gone up to the hill to borrow 
some sugar from the neighbor. Alyce was 
left in the house with Spunky, to look after 
the baby, little Charles. 

Charles was big enough to crawl around 
on the floor and he was busy exploring all 
the corners of the living room when he saw 
something most interesting. Back in the 
corner was a long, brown creature with a 
reddish-brown head and a long, red, forked 

To page 18 





“What a nice new plaything this will be,” Charles thought to himself, crawling toward the snake. 
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A GRAIN OF MUSTARD SEED@ . @ 


By NORMA R. YOUNGBERG 





CHAPTER 8: 


“CALL RAJIN!" 





WHAT HAS HAPPENED SO FAR 


Rajin came to the village of Singing Water talking 
about the of heaven. Saksee determined to resist. 
He left Singing Water and went five miles to live 
with his father, Pakoo, in Broken Light. But he 
couldn't get away from God. Jawab, the chief's son, 
was hurt, and it was Rajin who came to treat him. 
Now Jawab began to be interested in the new reli- 
gion, and Saksee watched Kooning, the witch doctor, 
make a charm that would curse Jawab with madness 
if he turned from the traditions of his fathers. It 
was to start taking effect on the night of the next 
full moon. Then Uncle Sobat accepted the new teach- 
ing poy and prayed to the God of heaven to 
heal his deaf and dumb daughter, Vee-Vee. One night 
Uncle Sobat saw a God-teacher dressed in white who 
told him that Vee-Vee would soon be able to hear and 
speak. At once it was the talk of both villages. 


AS the day advanced Saksee thought 
more and more about what must be 
going on in Singing Water. He wondered 
what Rajin would say when Uncle Sobat 
told him that he had seen a God-man in the 
night who had said that his little daughter 
Vee-Vee would soon be able to hear and 
speak. He wondered what Aunt Gar was 
thinking, and most of all he wondered 
whether Vee-Vee might at any moment 
actually become like other children. 

His father, Pakoo, kept looking at him in 
a peculiar way as though he could read 
his thoughts. Finally he spoke. 

“It is time we took some thought for our 
garden and our coconuts,” he said. “To- 
morrow we will go there and gather the ripe 
ones.” 

“Why can’t we go today, Father?” the 
boy asked. Perhaps if they went to the 
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mountain garden he might be able to throw 
off these thoughts about Uncle Sobat and 
Singing Water. 

Pakoo agreed that the sun was still high 
enough to go and return before sundown, 
so they set off with two empty bohongans 
for carrying home any fruit that might be 
ready to gather from the garden. 

Saksee wore his new red charm, cut from 
a bird’s breastbone and shaped like a hand. 
Perhaps it would help too. If he could only 
stop thinking about God, everything would 
be as it used to be. No, not the same, be- 
cause he could never go back to Singing 
Water, but it would be better than now. 

The garden was close to the spot where 
they had been harvesting the rice. They 
gathered a quantity of cucumbers and 
squashes and gourds, as much as they could 
carry in one bohongan. They reserved the 
other for carrying the coconuts. 

“Now you go up this coconut tree while 
I mend the strap on your bohongan,” Pakoo 
said to Saksee. 

The boy took off his shirt, and dressed 
only in his short black pants, he climbed the 
tree. It was an old tree and quite bent. It 
stuck out from the side of the mountain like 
a crooked finger, leaning over so it was no 
trouble at all to sit at the top and poke at 
the nuts. With his foot Saksee pressed and 
pushed one coconut after another, letting 




















them fall to the soft ground below him. 

It was pleasant up there under the great 
green fronds of the palm. The wind cooled 
his head and rumpled his hair. He sat for a 
long time enjoying the glorious mountain 
scene below him and the delicious air aloft. 

His father’s voice recalled him to his 
duty and after pushing off a few more nuts 
he scrambled down the tree, sliding the 


7 @:: and steepest portion of the trunk with 
pA 


is arms locked about the tree and the soles 
of his feet pressing the trunk on both sides. 
He squeezed tight against the rough bark 
with his naked chest and stomach. 

Suddenly, a piercing scream tore the air. 
The boy slid to the ground and lay on the 
grass rolling about in pain and calling in 
torture, “Fire, fire.” 

His father ran to him and dragged him 
from the spot. “It is the poison caterpillars!” 
he said. “They must have started to crawl 
up the tree after you did. You slid right 
through them!” 

Pakoo grabbed handsful of damp mud 
from under the old trees at the edge of the 


clearing. He daubed them on the boy’s 
chest and stomach and the soles of his feet. 
In a few minutes the intense pain slackened 
a little and a feeling of numbness came 
over him. He stood up. 

“Let’s go home right away,” he said. 

“Can you carry the coconuts?” Father 
asked. 

“I can try,” the boy said through clenched 
teeth. He looked down at the redness that 
was changing to deep crimson over the 
part of his body that had brushed the cater- 
pillars. 

The two set out for home, but before 
the journey was half done the boy fell to the 
ground. Pakoo carried him home on his 
back, leaving the two bohongans in the path. 
He called the witch doctor, Kooning, to his 
house at once and sent someone to bring in 
the bohongans. 

When Kooning came into the hut Saksee 
was sitting on his mat moaning and squirm- 
ing with the pain, which was growing worse 
again. The witch doctor looked at him in 
alarm and hurried to bring his dried croco- 





Saksee rolled on the ground screaming in agony. He had been stung by the poison caterpillars. 
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dile and all his other charms. He stood over 
the boy shouting: “This is because the God- 
teaching has been in this house! Let this be 
a sign to you to let Rajin and his medicine 
alone! Now I know that in your heart you 
have turned toward God. This new witch- 
craft is like those poison caterpillars. In the 
end it will burn you. It will poison you!” 

“Help me, Kooning!” the boy gasped. 
“Help me! Help me!” 

“This will not kill you. Other people have 
suffered the same thing,” the witch doctor 
said with a smug look. “I think it will be a 
good thing for you to think about your 
treatment of the spirits. You have offended 
them. They are angry with you!” Kooning 
shook his dried crocodile around the room a 
few more times and left the house. 

The boy ran his hand along the burning 
surface of his body. It was all bumpy and 


felt like many large beans laid close together. ° 


Night had come now and the pain was al- 
most unbearable. His whole body was 
caught up in twisting agony. He could 
hardly move his legs. The stung places grew 
hotter and hotter and swelled with the poi- 
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son. His head throbbed. His blood raged 
with fever. He called for water continually 
and Pakoo sat by his side giving him long 
cool drinks from a joint of bamboo. 

“Call Rajin, call Rajin!” The boy finally 
let the words burst from his dry lips in a 
shrill scream. “Call the God-teacher. He 
will help me!” 

“My son,” his father spoke gently, “per- 
haps this punishment has come to you be- 
cause of the God-teaching in this house. 
Perhaps it is because Sobat was here.” 

By morning the whole front of the boy’s 
body was a mass of angry red bumps. His 
heart beat fast. His head burned with fever. 
Still Pakoo sat by him and Kooning spread 
the news through the village. 

“The curse of the spirits has come to 
Saksee,” the old man gloated. “Both he and 
his father have listened to the words of 
Sobat and this is their punishment.” 

The news was brought to Jawab as he 
lay on his mat and sadness filled his heart. 
He prayed aloud to the God of heaven, “Oh, 
send the God-teacher, send the God-teacher 
to Broken Light today.” To page 17 
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The explorers had to let the brown 


ants rescue them from the white ants! 


— ANTS BIT OUR TONGUES!" 


By MERLE ZANE BAGLEY 


EAN C. WORCESTER, an early ex- 

plorer in the Philippines, tells of the 
troubles the ants gave him when he first 
went there. He says he rented a house in a 
small town, and then, “a countless horde of 
tiny red ants invaded our premises, and 
refused to decamp. They tunnelled into our 
bread over night, and built nests there, bit- 
ing our tongues when we attempted to eat 
breakfast. They crawled into the sugar and 
died, making it necessary for us to skim out 
the floating corpses after sweetening our 




















































































coffee. They particularly delighted in fresh 
meat, and swarmed over it until it looked 
like a solid mass of ants. . . . 

“We put the legs of our tables in dishes 
of water. The ants built bridges. We sub- 
stituted kerosene. They climbed up over- 
head, and dropped down. . . . None do so 
much really serious damage as the anai 
(white ants). They attack wood, paper, 
pasteboard, clothing, cordage, in short any- 
thing that they can gnaw. They avoid the 
light, often eating their way into a house 
through solid timber.” 

These explorers left part of their bag- 
gage for a while in a warehouse in Manila. 
Back in 1890, the owners of the building 
were not able to keep out the anai, and Mr. 
Worcester wrote of what he found when he 
went back to get his goods. 

“Returning from a short absence we 
found that the amai had eaten our chests 
until they had fallen to pieces of their own 
weight; had utterly destroyed our clothing; 
had gnawed the pasteboard boxes from our 
cartridges and the sacks from our shot; had 
ruined our gun-wads, letter-paper, and 
books, and even eaten the strings out of the 
beads intended for trade... . 

“Knowing that the creatures could not 
endure strong light, we dumped our ruined 
belongings in the sun on the stones of an 
open court. Within ten minutes thousands 
upon thousands of strong brown ants had 
appeared, and were slaughtering the soft, 
helpless white ones and bearing them off in 
triumph.” 

For once ants had come to the rescue! 


HARRY BAERG, ARTIST 


The explorers set the table legs in pans of water. 
The ants built bridges and climbed up anyway. 
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CHARLIE’S GUARDIAN ANGELS 


By JUNE HOLBROOK, Age 13 
Eaton Rapids, Michigan 


T was Christmas Eve. As Mother and 

Father Tucker stopped on their way home 
to get gas Mother noticed a drunk man 
coming out of a nearby place. 

“Why don’t you offer to drive him to his 
home so he won't get in an accident?” 
Mother suggested. 

Father got out and said politely, “Would 
you like me to drive you home, mister?” 

“No,” he said. “I can make it by myself.” 

As Father got back into the car, Mother 
said, “Why don’t we follow him home and 
be like his guardian angel. He might need 
our help later on.” 

After a mile had gone by, Mother and 
Father saw his car stop. He slowly got out 
and staggered toward them. When he 
reached them he said, “My name’s Charlie. 
I guess you can drive me home after all.” 
Father agreed to drive Charlie’s car while 
Mother followed in the other car. Charlie 
told Father where he lived, and promptly 
dropped off to sleep. 

Charlie was not in the habit of drinking 
or gambling. He had sworn off gambling 
and hadn’t taken a drink for five years, but 
that night, influenced by bad companions, 
he had finally entered a gambling game and 
had won forty dollars. After taking a drink, 
he had gotten drunk. He had a wife and 
two children. 

Thirty miles farther down the road the 
little procession finally reached Charlie’s 
house. Charlie’s wife came out to meet him 
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and upon hearing of the incident, couldn't 
express her thanks enough. 

Charlie, now getting a hold on himself, 
was embarrassed, and vowed he would try 
never to do it again. 

As Mother and Father once more headed 
for home, they were thankful that they had 
been able to help someone and do a small 
bit in God's great work. 





LOCKED IN THE ICEBOX 


By JOYCE A. MINER, Age 11 
Grants Pass, Oregon 


“Let’s see, Gary is it this time,” said Dave. 

“Everybody run and hide,” called Gary, 
as he began to count. 

“Oh, dear me. Where will I hide this 
time?” I said to myself. “Every other place 
is being used right now. I know, I'll hide in 
that old icebox Mrs. Davis threw away last 
week.” 

I opened the door and just as Gary called, 
“Here I come, ready or not,” I closed the 
door and, tick-a-lock, I was locked inside! 

“But I’ve looked everywhere,” said Gary 
several minutes later. 

“So have I,” said Dave. “Where can she 
be?” 

Meanwhile inside the icebox, the air was 
getting scarce. I began to pound on the 
door, but to no avail. I knew something was 
wrong, but why wouldn’t the door rn@® 
(I was only four at the time.) 

Presently I heard footsteps coming close. 
I screamed as loud as I could, which was 
not very loud by this time. 

Daddy opened the door, and I fell out on 
the ground. 

Back in the house I was asked many 
questions. 

And you can be sure I never did that 











‘ 
o 





again. Till this day I have always believed 
that it was an angel who caused Daddy to 
come out to where I was just then. 





SNOWFLAKES 
By LYNDA JO HACKLER 
Ponca City, Oklahoma 


From the heavens fall the snowflakes, 
Softly, drowsily, to earth, 

With the gentleness of kittens 
Sleeping soundly by the hearth. 


Blanketing our earth in whiteness, 
Tiptoeing softly here and there, 
Singing lullabies to forests, 

Till they've hushed their every care. 





CHORES AFTER DARK 


By JANET BROWN, Age 13 
Fall River, Kansas 


| Seg summers ago, when I was eleven and 
my younger brother, Charles, was nine, 
it was always our duty to gather the eggs 
before dark. 

One evening we agreed that we didn’t 
need to gather the eggs. We went to the 
chicken house and shut the doors and we 
said, “This way Mamma and Daddy won't 
know the difference and they'll think we 
gathered the eggs.” 

That same evening the family was eat- 
ing supper when Daddy asked, “Janet and 
Charles, how many eggs did you get to- 
night?” Charles and I exchanged very quick 
and understanding glances. Oh dear, now 
we would have to tell that we hadn't 
gathered the eggs! 

Daddy became very stern immediately, 
because our parents have never permitted 
disobedience, and he told us to go and get 
the eggs right now! 

Well, we didn’t like that at all, because it 
was very dark! But Daddy insisted that we 
must get the eggs—even if it was dark. 

So Charles lit the old kerosene lantern 
and I got the egg basket and we went out 
into the dark to the chicken house. Some of 
the hens were roosting in the nests and we 
were scared to reach in and pull them out, 


because sometimes the hens didn’t like to 
be disturbed and would get mad and peck 
our hands. It always scared us and made us 
jump back. Besides, it hurt! 

Well, we didn’t like to be pecked so we 
used the chicken hooks that Daddy had 
made from very heavy wire. One end was 
bent back into an open loop so we could 
hook this around the chicken’s leg and the 
chicken couldn’t get loose. 

We saw something in the hen’s nest, so 
Charles went and got the chicken hook and 
pushed it into the nest. Very soon he turned 
to me with his eyes great big and exclaimed, 
“Janet! That isn’t a chicken!” Charles 
pulled and pulled and kept pulling on the 
chicken hook until finally something fell 
out of the hen’s nest onto the floor. It was 
a possum! It looked just as dead as could 
be, but we knew it was only playing a trick. 

There was one little baby possum cling- 
ing to its mother’s fur and when we looked 
into another hen’s nest there were six more 
baby possums there. 

This experience has taught Charles and 
me that it is better to obey, for we can be 
sure our sins will find us out. 


MOUNTAIN GOAT 
By OLIVE MASON, Age 15 


Barstow, California 




























Barbara was all set to go camping. And 


then she missed her train. 





THE ONE-WAY MOTO 
els 


peepee was simply thrilled. She had 
just opened the mail and there was a 
letter from Uncle Wilf inviting her to come 
to the lake where he and Aunt Kate were 
camping. 

“Come by train to the station in Watchet 
on Thursday afternoon,” Uncle’s letter said. 
“I'll meet you there and take you on the 
back of my motorcycle the twelve miles to 
the lake.” 

Barbara just loved camping. And riding on 
the motorcycle—what a thrill that would be! 

Then her joy vanished as suddenly as it 
had come. She remembered that she had 
promised Mrs. Blake she would baby-sit for 
her on Thursday. What a bother! 

“Maybe I could get out of the baby-sitting 
if I asked,” she thought, and hurried to her 
room to find her best note paper. She had to 
write to Uncle Wilf immediately or he 
wouldn’t get the letter till Friday, and that 
would be too late. Some time later she lifted 
her pen from the paper and reread what 
she had written. 

DEAR UNCLE WILF AND AUNTIE KATE: 

Thank you ever so much for inviting me 
to join you at your camp. Mummy and 
Daddy are quite willing for me to come if 
Mrs. Blake will let me off the baby-sitting 
I promised to do. If she lets me off I will 
catch the train to arrive at Watchet at 6:43 
P.M. on Thursday. If Mrs. Blake cannot 
spare me I shall be terribly disappointed but 
by the time I know it will be too late to 
write you. So Uncle Wilf, if you will be at 
the railroad station in any case, I shall be on 
that train if I am coming. 

Do hope I can make it. 

Love, 
BARBARA 
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The next day when Barbara visited Mrs. 
Blake, that good lady quickly saw there was 
a lot of excitement bottled up inside Barbara, 
and when she heard the story of the camping 
trip she immediately released the girl from 
her promise—and actually gave her fifty 
cents to spend. 

Barbara sped home, her feet hardly touch- 
ing the ground, and started packing the 
few things she would need to take with her. 

She was so excited she 

couldn’t sleep for a long 
while after she got to bed. 
Into her mind tumbled 
thoughts of camping and 
motorcycle, tents and 
hikes, swimming, and the 
thrill of a long train jour- 
ney all on her own—but 
at long last even her ex- 
citement had to give way 
to Mr. Sandman. 

“Barbara, wake up, 
dear.” 

Instantly she was wide 


awake, and in no time at Bisson 


all she was washed and 
dressed. Breakfast over, 
she took her small case 
and the money for the 
ticket and kissed her 
mother good-by. 

At the railroad station 
she bought her ticket and 
felt very grown-up and 
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Uncle Wilf stared at the cycle, 
perplexed. Why did it stop ev- 
ery time he headed for camp? 
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By KENNETH G. GAMMON 


important for her thirteen years. “Half an 
hour to wait. I'll walk along the platforms 
to pass the time away,” she said to herself. 
That took about five minutes. “I'll go in the 
waiting room and read,” she decided. 

There in the waiting room she took out 
her new JUNIOR GUIDE from her case and 
began reading. She glanced up at the clock. 
Its hands pointed to 9:46. 


“Still another fourteen minutes before 


my train is due. That's long enough for 
another story.” 

Time passed, the story was ended. The 
time—why the clock still said 9:46! It 
wasn't running! Blind panic seized Barbara 
and she dashed out onto the platform. The 
big clock there said twelve minutes past 
ten. “But it can’t be! Surely I haven't missed 
my train.” Tears welled up in her eyes as 
she realized the awful truth. The train had 
arrived and departed while she was reading. 

Now what could she do? Return home? 
Get a refund on her ticket? Oh, no! She 
wanted to go camping so much. So she 
went along to the ticket office and inquired 
when the next rain would leave. “At eleven 
o'clock,” the agent said. 

At long last the train came in. Barbara 
climbed aboard and took a seat by the win- 
dow. She was taking no chances this time. 
She settled down with a big sigh of relief. 
Everything was all right now—or was it? 
Again she was thrown into a state of panic. 
“Uncle Wilf—tI'd forgotten that he was 
going to meet the other train and not this 
one. He'll be gone by the time I arrive!” 

Even as she thought, the train pulled out 
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CONTRIBUTIONS WANTED 
FOR JUNIOR GUIDE 


AUTHORS’ GUILD 


The JUNIOR GUIDE Authors’ Guild is 
your department. You write for it. You draw 
the pictures. 

Writers, artists, poets, and photographers 
—and those who wish they were—between 
ten and fifteen years of age are invited to 
contribute material that will be of inter- 
est to other Juniors. 

Stories should be something interesting 
that happened to you or your friends or 
your pet, an answer to prayer, or something 
that helped you learn a lesson. 

Poems should not be more than sixteen 
lines long. 

Drawings should be on stiff paper or poster 
board. They may be drawn in black pencil, 
black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, or 
water colors, but not in ordinary pencil or 
blue ink. These don't reproduce well. For 
best results use a good grade black wax 
pencil on croquille board, which you can 
get at a stationery store. Make them at 
least 6” x 6”, and wrap carefully. 

Photographs will be acceptable, too, on 
any subject, black and white, and not smaller 
than 2%” x 24”, preferably larger. Wrap 
carefully. 

Please give your name, age, and address. 

And a parent or teacher must sign, "This 
is the original work of the sender, and was 
not copied." 

The best, original contributions will be 
printed. If yours does not come out within 
six months, try again! But think what fun it 
will be to see your story or picture in print! 
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of the station. Her mind raced ahead, trying 
to figure out what she should do when she 
got off the train. It was another twelve 
miles to the campsite and she had never 
traveled in those parts before. What would 
happen to her? Oh, dear, what should she 
do? There was only one thing, and that 
was to pray. And pray she did. Somehow 
after telling Jesus all her troubles the anx- 
iety left. True the problem was still there, 
but having shared it with Jesus she knew 
He would care for her. 
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Up at Watchet Uncle Wilf was having 
troubles too. He had arrived at the station 
in plenty of time to meet the 6:43 train, 
and had been very disappointed when 
Barbara didn’t get off it. In fact, he had 
waited around several minutes after the 
train left, hoping she would suddenly some- 
how turn up. 

But, of course, there was no Barbara. 
Finally Uncle Wilf walked back to his 
motorbike, started it up, and sadly headed 
toward the lake. 

But what was this? Just fifty yards down 
the road the engine went chug, chug, 
crup, splock, psss—and stopped. “That's 
odd,” he thought. “It ran perfectly all the 
way down. I must have run out of gas.” He 
checked the gas tank, and found it full. He 
glanced over the engine, but couldn't see 
anything wrong. He was in a bad place on 
the road, so he pushed the heavy bike all 
the way back to the station, and there he 
thoroughly checked everything. But there 
was nothing wrong. 

“Well,” he said at last, wiping his hands 
on an oily rag. “Guess I'll try again and 
see if it will start.” He pressed down on the 
starter—and the engine sprang to life. 

“Bless my soul,” he muttered. “That is 
something. I wonder why it stopped.” But 
so long as the bike was willing to run, he 
didn’t care too much why it had stopped, 
and he headed the vehicle away from the 
station and up the road to the camp and 
Aunt Kate. 

Hardly had he gone fifty yards when 
chug, chug, crup, splock, psss. And the 
engine stopped again! 

Uncle Wilf got off and wearily pushed 
the bike back to the station. Again he 
examined it, even more carefully than the 
first time. Feed pipe, carburetor, spark 
plugs, distributor, generator, wiring, every- 
thing he could think to check. And all 
seemed perfect. There was nothing wrong. 
He would swear to it. 

He wiped his hands, got back on the 
bike, pressed the starter—and went merrily 
down the road. 

Till he was about fifty yards from the 
station. 

And then—chug, chug, crup, splock, 
pssss! 

Five times that happened. The bike that 
brought Uncle Wilf without any trouble at 
all down to the station, simply would not go 
back to the lake. To page 19 
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By VERNE KELSEY 


— got to tell someone quick!” Father 
exclaimed. “We've got to have a cele- 
bration! I have a new baby girl! There 
should be bands and music!” 









































It just so happened that at that moment 
Father heard the army band playing in the 
street as it came marching past. 

He flung a window open and shouted, 
“Stop! Stop! I've got a new baby girl! 
Stop where you are and play for her!” 

Fortunately the director of the band was 
a personal friend of Father’s—or that happy 
man might have been arrested for disorderly 
conduct, and taken off to jail! 

As it was, the director shouted, “Halt!” 
And the band stopped there, right under 
the new baby’s window, and played a special 
serenade for her! 

The father’s mame was Mr. Tetrazzini, 
and he called his daughter Luisa. And 
from the day she was born Luisa’s whole 
life was surrounded by music. 

Her older sister, Eva, was studying sing- 
ing at the conservatory. As soon as Luisa 
could toddle about, she would stand behind 
Eva when she was practicing and learn all 
she could from watching her. One day when 
Luisa was about five, the family were sing- 
ing together when Luisa said, “Let baby 
sing.” Someone played for her and let her 
sing. She astonished them all. Her father 
took her in his arms and told her that some 
day she would be a great singer. 

As Luisa grew up she used to help 
Mother with the housework. And as she 
worked she would sing. Most tasks she 
loved, but she hated to clean the stairs. To 


Mr. Tetrazzini smiled with great satisfaction when 
the army band stopped and played for his new baby. 
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Memory Verses for the First Quarter 


1. “Lay not up for yourselves treasures upon 
earth, . . . but lay up for yourselves treasures in 
heaven” (Matthew 6:19, 20). 

2. “Be thou faithful unto death, and | will give 
thee a crown of life’ (Revelation 2:10). 

3. “Whether therefore ye eat, or drink, or whatso- 
ever ye do, do all to the glory of God” (1 Corinthians 
10:31). 

4. “God loveth a cheerful giver” (2 Corinthians 


4 Ae 

5. “Then said Jesus unto his disciples, If any man 
will come after me, let him deny himself, and take 
up his cross, and follow me” (Matthew 16:24). 

6. “Keep thy heart with all diligence; for out of 
it are the issues of life’ (Proverbs 4:23). 

7. “And the servant of the Lord must not strive; 
but be gentle unto all men, apt to teach, patient” 
(2 Timothy 2:24). 

8. “Humble yourselves in the sight of the Lord, 
and he shall lift you up’ (James 4:10). 

9. “Keep thy foot when thou goest to the house 
of God, and be more ready to hear, than to give 
the sacrifice of fools” (Ecclesiastes 5:1). 

10. ‘“‘Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it 
with thy might” (Ecclesiastes 9:10). 

11. “As ye would that men should do to you, 
do ye also to them likewise” (Luke 6:31). 

12. “What doth the Lord require of thee, but to 
do justly, and to love mercy, and to walk humbly 
with thy God?” (Micah 6:8). 

13. “Be ready always to give an answer to every 
man that asketh you a reason of the hope that is in 
you with meekness and fear” (1 Peter 3:15). 








amuse herself and make the task a little 
less distasteful, she used to choose some 
quartet that she had heard and sing all of 
the parts in turn. Often she would ask 
Mother to let her off doing the stairs, but 
her mother would never agree. Later on she 
told Luisa that she had kept her at the task 
because she had been so charmed by her 
singing. 

When Luisa was about ten, her parents 
took her to sing for the director of the con- 
servatory. He was irritated to think that they 
had brought such a small girl to sing for 
him, but after she had sung a song he was 
astonished and said he would be glad to 
have her come as a pupil. She finished all 
four years’ work at the school in one year! 

Her first performance in public came 
about in an unusual way. A program had 
been scheduled, but just before it was time 
to begin, the soloist became ill and could not 
come. Luisa stood up in the audience and 
said that she could sing the songs. 

“Oh, no,” scoffed the director, “I couldn’t 
risk having someone sing that I do not 
know, especially a child like you. Thank 
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you very much, of course, but not tonight. 
Perhaps some other time.” And then it 
suddenly occurred to the director that here 
was a singer it might be wise for him to get 
acquainted with. He might be able to use 
her on some of his programs. So he said, 
“Come up and see me sometime soon and 
let me hear you sing.” 

Luisa went to the director and after he 
heard her sing he knew that it would have 
been all right for her to have sung that 
night. From that time on she traveled all 
over the world delighting people with her 
singing. Luisa Tetrazzini was not only a 
fine singer but a great woman as well, 
always kind and generous. One Christmas 
in San Francisco she gave an open-air con- 
cert for the poor. An audience of more than 
two hundred thousand came to hear her 
and a large sum of money was collected 
for charity. 

Luisa has not sung for many years now 
and to you she will be only someone to 
read about, but the same generous things 
she did are needed today just as they were 
years ago. If you have been given some 
talent, be sure you use it to help others. 


How Mary Got Ready 
From page 3 


Then he walked over to a blackboard 
and wrote, BE READY TO HELP 
OTHERS. 

“That’s the first thing we should do,” he 
said. “We should always be ready to help 
anybody in need. If we keep our eyes open 
we will see chances to help other people 
all the time.” 

Then he wrote on the board again: BE 
READY TO STAND AGAINST EVIL. 

“That is something else we must do. So 
often boys and girls are tempted to do things 
that are wrong, things that will get them 
into trouble, or hurt other people. Every 
time temptation comes, let us be ready to 
stand against it.” 

Then he wrote: BE READY TO MEET 
GOD. 

“This is the most important thing of all,” 
he said. “Someday we must all meet God. 
But God is perfect love, perfect goodness, 
perfect holiness—and how can we stand 
before Him if we are unlovely, unkind, 
and unholy? To be ready to meet God we 
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must rid our hearts of everything that is 
unlike Him. And we can only do that by 
asking Jesus to live within us by His Spirit 
every day.” 
That was all. It was soon over. “Let’s sing 
a little song,” said the man. And they did. 
It was the beautiful prayer: 
“Into my heart, into my heart, 
Come into my heart, Lord Jesus; 
Come in today, come in to stay, 
Come into my heart, Lord Jesus.” 
When Mary got home that evening, 
Mamma asked her if she had had a good 
time. 
“Oh, yes,” she said. “I never enjoyed my- 
self so much in all my life.” 
“But you look sad,” said Mamma. “What's 
the matter?” 
“Oh, no, I'm not sad,” said Mary, smiling. 
“I was just thinking.” 
Next morning Mary came running down- 
stairs. 
“I'm ready,” she cried happily, “I’m 
ready.” 
“Ready?” 
what?” 
“Ready to meet God,” said Mary, “just 
like the speaker said yesterday afternoon. 
I've been singing, ‘Come into my heart, 
Lord Jesus, and He’s come. I know He has. 
Isn’t it nice to be ready, Mamma?” 
Dear little Mary! She had discovered 
the secret of happiness and the keys of the 
kingdom of heaven! 


said Mamma. “Ready for 





A Grain of Mustard Seed 
From page 8 


The old chief heard the words as he sat 
beside his son. He wrapped his dark gar- 
ments around him and went out the door. 
No one saw him go and no one saw him 
return. The old man made the trip to Sing- 
ing Water in less time than many younger 
men might have done. He delivered his 
message and took his time about climbing 
the steep mountain. Swifter feet than his 
were pressing the trail. 

When Rajin and Uncle Sobat entered the 
hut early that day Pakoo was astonished to 
see them. “Who called you?” he demanded. 

“It is I who called them,” the sick boy 
whispered. “They have come in answer to 
the desire of my heart.” 

He lay in the inner room of his father’s 
hut. His whole abdomen and chest, as well 


as the soles of both feet, were covered with 
boils, angry and inflamed. They were so 
close they seemed to run together in one 
pattern of agonizing flesh. 

“This kind of thing hurts worse than 
anything else | know about,” Rajin said as 
he knelt beside the boy’s mat. “I had it 
happen to me once. Same way too. I was 
sliding down a tree.” 

From his coat pocket he drew a folded 
paper and in it were some round white disks 
as small as a man’s finger tip. Uncle Sobat 
handed Rajin the water bamboo and he held 
it to the boy’s lips. “Here, take a couple of 
these. It will help a little.” 

Saksee swallowed the two pills and the 
teacher examined all the stung places—the 
boy’s stomach, chest, and the soles of his 
feet. His arms had not been stung. The only 
way Rajin could account for that was to 
suppose he had let go with his arms as soon 
as he felt the burning stings. 

“Have you any coconuts?” the teacher 
asked Pakoo. 

Pakoo pointed to the bohongan full of 
the nuts they had gathered in the garden 
yesterday. 

“Scratch the meat from two of them and 
press out the white milk. I need it.” 

Uncle Sobat grabbed the two coconuts 
and hurried to find the coconut grater. In a 
few minutes he was back with the milk. 
The teacher wrung compresses out of the 
coconut milk and laid them on the boy's 
burning skin. It felt easier at once and a 
slow relief began to enfold Saksee. He 
slept. 

That night Rajin sat with the boy all 
through the dark hours. It was Rajin’s hand 
that poured water into his parched mouth. 
It was Rajin who kept the coconut milk 
compresses renewed, refreshing his body 
with oily coolness. It was Rajin who put the 
white disks of medicine in his mouth twice 
during the night. When morning came the 
pain was diminished, but the teacher would 
not let him sit up. He propped his head on a 
bag of rice and fed him soft gruel for 
breakfast. 

That day the thick clusters of boils were 
ready to open and with great care the 
teacher picked each one and drained the 
poison away. After this the boy felt better 
than he had since the accident. The com- 
presses were still laid on regularly, but now 
Uncle Sobat sat beside him while Rajin 
slept on a mat in the same room. 
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When evening came again the moon 
shone through the little window into the 
sleeping room. Saksee wakened during the 
night. The oil lamp was out. He knew that 
his father and Rajin were sleeping close to 
him. The moonlight was too bright, too 
clear! It sickened him. What was it about 
the full moon? Why had he dreaded it so 
much? Slowly he remembered and cried 
out in anguish. “The moon is full! The 
moon is full!” 

Rajin leaped to his feet and knelt beside 
him. “Yes, the moon is full,” he said. “Do 
not let it trouble you. God made the full 
moon. It is beautiful!” 

“But this night—this night of the full 
moon. Kooning has made the medicine of 
madness against the chief's son!” 

The two men were now thoroughly 
awakened. It was still dark. They lit the oil 
lamp and looked at each other with appre- 
hension on their faces. The boy moaned in 
distress. 

“Are you in pain?” Rajin asked him. 

Saksee shook his head. 

“It is Jawab! Jawab!” he cried, looking 
from one face to the other. “It is my fault. 
I knew. I should have told you!” 

“But Jawab is all right. Nothing is wrong 
with him. What do you mean?” 

“Kooning has made the medicine of mad- 
ness against Jawab this night. It is already 
done. Now nothing can stop it!” 

The face of Rajin relaxed into a slow 
smile. “Your Uncle Sobat is sleeping in 
Jawab’s room tonight. He is lying on a mat 
right beside him. I’m sure no devil medicine 
will have any effect on Jawab or anyone 
else in that house. God is there.” 

“You see,” his father spoke up, “there 
was hardly enough room for us all to sleep 
in this place.” He glanced around the small 
room. “So Sobat slept at the chief’s house 
this night. He slept there last night too.” 

So this was God again—God! He had 
known about this night of the full moon 
all along. He knew how to protect Jawab 
—just fix it so Uncle Sobat would be sleep- 
ing beside him. He knows how to work out 
all things to protect His people. It came 
with clear conviction. The burden Saksee 
had carried for many days was lifted. He 
took the charm from around his neck and 
gave it to Rajin. 

At that moment a noise outside startled 
them all. It was the sound of running feet! 

(To be continued) 
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Spunky 
From page 5 


tongue. It was a poisonous copperhead snake, 
but Charles didn’t know that. He thought it 
would be a nice thing to play with. He 
crawled over closer to pick it up. 

The snake drew back, ready to strike, 
when suddenly Spunky saw it, and like a 
flash jumped in front of the baby, pushing 
him over backwards and out of harm’s way. 
Then, barking furiously at the snake, 
Spunky kept it in the corner of the room; 
and that’s where Charles’s mother found it 
when she came home. She quickly killed 
the dangerous creature, and Spunky was 
given an extra big dinner as a reward. How 
happy she was that long ago they had de- 
cided to keep the little black puppy that no- 
body wanted. 

One Sabbath afternoon a few months 
later, several Junior boys from Bob’s church 
begged Bob to take them to a cave near the 
Jackson River. 

They all climbed into Bob’s car and were 
about to leave when they heard Spunky 
barking. The dog wanted to go too. So 
Johnny, one of the boys, opened the car 
door and the dog jumped in, wagging his 
tail vigorously in excitement. 

In a short while they reached the place 
where they would have to begin hiking. 
Little did they realize that they would never 
arrive at the cave that day. 

They parked the car and piled out, eager 
to get started. Bob led the way since he 
had been to the cave before and knew the 
way up over the rocky precipice above the 
river. Johnny was at the end of the line of 
boys and Spunky brought up the rear. The 
dog was excitedly sniffing under every rock 
and log along the trail. 

The trail became steeper and very rocky. 
Bob cautioned the boys to be careful or 
they might lose their footing and slide 
down the hillside into the river. 

Johnny was smaller than the others and 
had gotten a little bit behind. He was hurry- 
ing across a level place to catch up when 
suddenly Spunky gave a funny little bark 
from behind him and then suddenly lunged 
past, knocking the boy off his feet just in 
time to miss the strike of a large timber 
rattlesnake. 

Spunky had deliberately pushed the boy 
out of the way of the rattlesnake, thereby 
saving Johnny’s life; but alas, the brave dog 











had thrown himself into the path of the big 
snake’s strike and was bitten deeply in the 
shoulder. Immediately the deadly poison 
began to take effect. Spunky’s legs faltered 
and he collapsed. 

Johnny yelled for Bob and pulled the 
sick dog back away from the rattlesnake, 
which had coiled again and was lying quietly 
beside the trail. Bob came running back. 
He first killed the rattlesnake before it 

2 & could bite anybody else then looked at 
Spunky’s wounds. 

He decided they would have to get the 
dog to a veterinary quickly for a shot of 
antivenin as he was almost dead. With 
tears in their eyes the boys carefully carried 
the brave dog to the car. With the car horn 
blowing loudly they raced to town. The doc- 
tor gave Spunky the shot. After about ten 
minutes the dog opened his eyes as if to 
thank the doctor for saving his life. 

For a long, long time Spunky was a very 
sick dog, but he finally did get well and 
began playing with the children the same 
as ever. 

The last episode in the life of “the dog 
that nobody wanted” happened one winter 
day when Spunky was about five years old. 

It was a very cold winter and the Jack- 
son River had frozen over. Bob decided to 
take a group of the young people in the 
neighborhood out on the river ice skating. 
They took Spunky along and another dog 
that belonged to one of the boys in the 
group. The other dog was almost as big as 
Spunky but he was just a puppy. The 
two dogs had a lot of fun chasing the 
} young people while they skated. It was 

t funny to watch the puppy especially, for he 
had never seen ice before and every time 
he would try to run his legs would fly 
out from under his body and he would go 
scooting along the ice on his chin or on his 
stomach. 

The dogs soon tired of this and went to 
explore the woods along the bank, The 
puppy ran for the shore with Spunky right 

& Que him. Near the bank on one side the 
water ran swiftly and the ice had not frozen 
over it very thickly. The puppy didn’t 
know this and he ran right out on the thin 
ice. 

The ice broke. Down the puppy went. 
Everyone heard the splash and went over as 
close as they could. The puppy didn’t know 
how to swim. Down he went under the 
water. He came up and tried to bark. He 





swallowed some water and went down 
again. He was drowning. The boys and girls 
stood around helplessly not knowing what 
to do. Suddenly there was another splash— 
Spunky! 

The big black dog had realized the puppy 
was in trouble and he had jumped in to 
help. When the puppy came up again, 
Spunky with strong, vigorous paddling 
reached his side. He took the puppy’s collar 
in his teeth and swam for the bank about 
twenty feet away. By this time some of the 
young people had run around the thin ice 
to the shore and were waiting for Spunky 
to get near enough for them to grab. In a 
few minutes willing hands pulled out both 
the puppy and the brave dog that had 
saved its life. 

The puppy that nobody wanted had 
grown up to become the most wanted dog I 


- have ever heard of. 





The One-Way Motorcycle 
From page 14 


Uncle was bafiled—and a little bit an- 
noyed. First, after coming so far, there was 
no Barbara. Now he had been nearly an 
hour trying to get the machine to go so he 
could return to camp. Half past seven, still 
twelve miles from camp, and he could not 
find what was wrong. 

What would his wife be thinking? He’d 
told her he would be back by now. Would 
she be worried that he had had an accident? 
“T'll give it one more try,” he said to himself. 

He straightened up, wiped his hands on 
the old rag as before, kicked on the starter 
and, sure enough, the bike came to life. He 
pointed the front wheel in the direction of 
camp—and the engine stopped. 

And then he heard a voice shouting be- 
hind him. 

“Uncle Wilf, Uncle Wilf.” He looked, 
and there was his niece running toward 
him. “Oh, you are a dear waiting all this 
while for the next train. I was so afraid you 
would have gone back to Auntie Kate when 
I wasn’t on the first train and I didn’t know 
what I was going to do. Oh, I am so relieved 
and happy. Now I know that Jesus heard 
and answered my prayer.” 

“Yes, but " Uncle Wilf was just 
going to tell her that the motorcycle 

To page 22 
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I1l—The Treasure of True Temperance 


(JANUARY 19) 


Memory Verse: “Whether therefore ye eat, or 
drink, or whatsoever ve do, do all to the glory of 
God” (1 Corinthians 10:31). 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


Read over the memory verse carefully. Think 
how you can apply the principle it teaches in 
your daily living. Read in Daniel 1:8-21 the story 
of how Daniel and his companions remained true 
to this principle. 

SUNDAY 
A Temple to House God’s Holy Spirit 

Open your Bible to 1 Corinthians 6. 

These bodies of ours are wonderful things. 
No machine ever invented can compare with 
them—with the way they are designed to work 
for us. They are beautiful, too, when properly 
cared for. Some have said that the human body 
is God’s masterpiece—the best thing He ever 
created. 

Paul often thought of the human body. One 
thing made him very sad, and that was the 
way some people treated their own bodies, for to 
Paul the body was sacred. Read verse 19 and see 
what he calls these bodies of ours. 

When we give ourselves to Christ, He comes 
into our hearts. He thinks and feels for us, 
speaks His words through us, and our body be- 
comes the place where He dwells—His temple. 
How careful we should be then of His temple 
keeping it clean and neat, giving it exercise and 
rest, good food and water, so that it is a well- 
cared-for temple, bringing glory to His name. 
Verse 20 tells us what we should do with our 
body. 

“Whether therefore ye eat, or drink, or what- 
soever ye do, do all to the glory of God,” Paul 
tells us in 1 Corinthians 10:31. 

For further reading: Education, p. 
3; p. 201. 

THINK of the ways in which you 
for your body temple to God’s glory. 

RESOLVE to let Christ dwell in you, and to 





200, par. 


can Care 


bring Him glory through a well-cared-for temple. 
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MONDAY 
How Daniel Kept His Body Temple Beautiful 

Turn to Daniel 1. 

When Nebuchadnezzar attacked Jerusalem and 
carried the king and the Jewish leaders captive 
to Babylon, he asked one of his officials to pick 
out four youth to have special training in the 
royal household. Read the qualifications they 
had to have in verse 4. 

Find the names of these four boys, and the 
new names they were given in verse 7. 

A problem arose for these four boys. They had 
been brought up to regard their bodies as God’s 
sacred temples, and they had cared for their 


“bodies well, eating only plain food, and making 


water their main article of drink. Imagine how 
they felt when they were placed at the royal ta- 
ble and expected to eat unclean meats, and drink 
the king’s wine. In these circumstances many 
a young person might have forgotten his prin- 
ciples. Read what Daniel did in verse 8. Melzar, 
the official in charge of the boys, hesitated to 
grant this request, but Daniel made a suggestion. 
Find what it was in verses 11-13. 

His request was granted and the ten-day test 
took place. God blessed their faithful adherence 
to principle and their high regard for their 
bodies. What was the outcome? Look in verses 
18-20. 

For further reading: Messages to Young Peo- 


ple, p. 243. 

Tuink of the high regard Daniel had for 
a healthy body and mind. 

Pray that you may have courage and deter- 
mination to keep your body clean and pure and 
healthy. 


TUESDAY 


The King Who Showed No Regard for God's 
Temple. 

Open your Bible to Daniel 5. 

In Daniel’s lifetime he was to come into con- 
tact with one whose ideals and aims were di- 
rectly the opposite of his own. This was the 














grandson and heir of Nebuchadnezzar. Belshaz- 
zar had had many opportunities to give his heart 
to God, but, unlike his grandfather, he had re- 
fused to give allegiance to the One who had cre- 
ated him. 

“Belshazzar allowed the love of pleasure and 
self-glorification to efface the lessons that he 
should never have forgotten. He wasted the 
opportunities graciously granted him, and neg- 
lected to use the means within his reach for be- 
coming more fully acquainted with truth.”’— 
Prophets and Kings, pp. 522, 523. 

But tragedy awaited this man who had given 
all his life to pleasure and sin. The armies of the 
Medes and Persians surrounded the strongly for- 
tified city; still Belshazzar refused to recognize 
the danger. To show that he did not feel worried, 
what did he do? Read verse 1. 

Scenes of drunkenness led from one shameful 
deed to another, and at the height of the feast 
the king sent for the sacred vessels of the holy 
Temple of Jerusalem to be brought. These ves- 
sels dedicated to God’s service were now used in 
the service of Satan. Read how the king and 
his guests used them in verse 3. 

God had suffered long with this wicked, 
drunken king, but now something happened that 
caused him to turn cold with terror. Read what 
it was in verse 5, and how the king was affected 
by it in verse 6. 
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Daniel was called to interpret the message writ- 
ten by the mysterious hand, and he told the king 
its terrible import, that his kingdom was num- 
bered and finished. Read how swiftly this mes- 
sage came true in verses 30, 31. 

For further reading: Prophets and Kings, pp. 
522-524. 

Tuink of the contrast 
men, Daniel and Belshazzar. 

Decipe which you would like to copy. 


between these two 


WEDNESDAY 


How John Kept His Body Temple Pure 

Open your Bible to Luke 1. 

Before Jesus began His work a way had to be 
prepared for Him. John the Baptist was the one 
whom God sent to prepare that way. His preach- 
ing was to prepare the hearts of the people to 
receive the words of Jesus. John’s task was a 
big one, and he needed careful preparation for it. 
His father, Zacharias, was given special instruc- 
tion about John’s upbringing. Find what this 
included in verse 15. 

Find where he was brought up in order to 
preserve this simplicity, in verse 80. 

Mark tells us about his simple dress and hab- 
its. 

“John was clothed with camel’s hair, and with 
a girdle of a skin about his loins; and he did eat 


As he drank, Belshazzar defied the God of Israel, and God sent an angel to write his doom on the wall. 
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locusts and wild honey” (Mark 1:6). (‘‘Locusts” 
were a type of bean.) 

It was this simple way of living that gave him 
a clear mind and a strong connection with God, 
and enabled him to stand out boldly for the right 
as did Daniel nearly six centuries earlier. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
100, pars. 2, 3; p. 101, par. 1. 

THINK how important a temperate, simple 
way of living is in preparing for our lifework. 

Pray that you may seek simplicity in your 
dress and diet and way of living. 


THURSDAY 


The Shameful Wrath of a Drunken Ruler 

Open your Bible to Mark 6. 

Not far from where John was living his sim- 
ple life, preaching his message with a clear mind 
and strong voice, lived another man, whose up- 
bringing and outlook were entirely opposite. This 
man was Herod Antipas, ruler of Galilee. Herod 
had heard the preachings of John, and to a cer- 
tain degree had believed them, but he had not 
the strength of character that John had, and 
though he made some efforts to break with the 
sins that bound him, his intemperate habits of 
life were too strong for him. Find what John 
reproved Herod for and what it had resulted in, 
in verses 17 and 18. 

But Herodias was not content to have John 
merely in prison. She wanted him safely out of 
the way. She awaited her opportunity, and it 
came with the birthday of the king. A great 
feast and entertainment were held, and at its 
height Herodias sent her beautiful young daugh- 
ter into the banquet hall to dance before the 
king and his guests. 

Herod’s mind was dazed with the wine he had 
been drinking freely, and while his judgment 
was impaired he made a rash promise to the beau- 
tiful damsel. Find what it was in verses 22 and 23. 

Salome went at once to her mother, and the 
crafty woman was quick to take advantage of 
her drunken husband’s offer. Look in verse 24 
and see what she told her daughter to ask for. 

When Herod heard the request he was 
stunned, even though he was still drunk. But 
he was too proud, even to save John’s life, to go 
back on the oath uttered before his many dis- 
tinguished guests, and he ordered the execution. 
So his drunken promise brought about the death 
of the faithful prophet. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
220, pars. 4, 5; pp. 221, 222. 

THINK of the contrast between the men 
that have come into our lesson this week— 
Daniel and Belshazzar, John the Baptist and 
Herod. 

Pray that you may take the course of the 
friends of God, Daniel and John, and treat your 
body as a temple of God. 


FRIDAY 


Review the lesson by answering these ques- 
tions. Look up the verses in parentheses if you 
are not sure of the answers. 


1. Fill in the missing words: “Know ye not 


that your body is the ............ of the Holy Ghost 
which is in you, which ye have of God, and ye 
are not ..... own? For ye are ............. with a 
ies therefore —_—_ God in your 
and in your .... 
thians 6:19, 20). 

2. Whom should we think of even when we 
are eating and drinking? (1 Corinthians 10:31.) 

3. What problem confronted Daniel and his 
three Hebrew friends when they were chosen 
to be brought up in the king’s court in Babylon? 
(Daniel 1:5.) 

4. What was the result when Daniel and his 
friends asked to be allowed to live on a plain 
diet? (Daniel 1:17-21.) 

5. How did Belshazzar during a drunken feast 
show a lack of reverence for the things belong- 
ing to God’s worship? (Daniel 5:2, 3.) 

6. What happened to bring him to his senses? 
(Daniel 5:5, 6.) 

7. What instruction was given to Zacharias 
concerning the way John was to be brought up? 
(Luke 1:15.) 

8. How simply did John live in the wilder- 
ness? (Mark 1:6.) 

9. What rash promise did Herod Antipas make 
when under the influence of strong drink? 
(Mark 6:22, 23.) 

10. To what evil deed did this lead? 
6:24-27.) 


. Which are God’s” (1 Corin- 


(Mark 





The One-Way Motorcycle 
From page 19 


wouldn’t go and that he had not really 
planned to stay so long when Barbara's last 
sentence rang again in his mind. “I know 
that Jesus heard and answered my prayer.” 
Could that be the reason why the bike re- 
fused to go? 

“Hop on, youngster,” he said. He revved 
the engine and turned toward camp. But 
would it go? The engine did not falter! It 
went perfectly right back to camp and never 
gave a minute’s trouble. 

While they were having worship that 
night Uncle Wilf told Barbara and Auntie 
Kate of the “one-way bike” and all three 
knelt down and thanked Jesus for the 
strange yet wonderful way He had an- 
swered Barbara’s prayer. 
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TICO, the COYOTE, No. 6—By Harry Baerg 


COPYRIGHT, 1957, BY REVIEW AND HERALD. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 


1. It was at night that Tico’s collar broke and he 
was freed. With a stealth born of fear he ran 
silently along the back alleys of the town to get 
to the freedom of the hills. 2, Once a dog howled 
from the top of a box near him, but it did not see 


4. In the shelter of a large sagebrush bush in an area 
of sand dunes he lay down to rest and sleep through 
the day. 5. A large grasshopper cracked its wings 
near him as he woke up in the late afternoon and 
that reminded him that there was plenty of food 


4 


a 


him as he sneaked by under the fence. 3. As the 
morning light was streaking the sky he found him- 
self once more among the friendly hills in the open 
range. This time, however, he was alone. There 
were no watchful parents to guide and feed him. 


around that he could catch. 6. Later on, after dark, 
as he wandered around through the sand he saw some 
kangaroo rats jumping. Catching them was a bit 
difficult because they jumped in a different direction 
every time they landed, but with patience he learned. 


alae oe 


7. Tico managed fairly well and grew rapidly as the 
summer progressed. In his travels he crawled under 
a farmer’s fence one night and smelled around in 
the garden rows for something to eat. 8. Then his 
nostrils caught a scent that attracted him. He fol- 
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lowed it to the other side of the field. 9. Here he 
found some large round objects on the ground 
among trailing vines. The first one he smelled did 
not have the sweet odor that had first attracted 
him. The next did, and he explored it for an opening. 








